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The last few notes of Paradise City droned out of the amps and flooded the arena. Slash in his power stance 
leaned backwards, his hat looking like it was almost about to fall off. Guitar strung low and his body covered in 
sweat. He was exhausted but totally exhilarated. The crowd absolutely roared and thousands of hands raised in 
the air to clap. It felt like the biggest thank you ever. 


Axl, wearing his kilt and a baggy top raised his left arm in the air. 

"Thank you! Goodnight!". 

The rest of the band bowed and Duff saluted the audience. Izzy smiled shyly and nodded his head. Typical 
Steven ran off stage like a little boy, probably wanting to find some groupies and drinks. 

The opening band had been Skid Row. Slash was friends with Dave the guitarist and Sebastian, their frontman. 
Although there was something about Sebastian he couldn't quite figure out.. 

The five of them walked backstage and cheered. Axl was reasonably quiet. Being around too many people for 
too long annoyed him, but it annoyed other people that Axl got annoyed by them, because it was pretty 
common for him to not show up to practise and concerts. That pissed everyone off. 

Steven was out of sight and Axl went to his change room. Suddenly Slash saw Sebastian run out of a room 
with with Rachel and Dave. The other two cracked up at some story he was telling. He seemed pretty eager 
and into it and was indeed flamboyant. His long hair flicked around and his eyes shined. The guy was a social 
butterfly. 

Slash couldn't help but notice how damn sexy he was. He was also very tall. Sebastian ran his fingers through 
his hair and shook his hair. 

He looked behind to see Slash looking at him shyly, also noticing that Guns N' Roses had finished their show. 
They held eachother's gaze for a few seconds. 

Slash was snapped out of it suddenly. 

"Slash! Wanna come get a few drinks with us, man?" Said Duff. Izzy was slouched over one of the sofas next to 
him. 

"No thanks dude. l'm fucking tired." 

"Alrighty then. See you later fucker." Duff pulled Izzy up from the couch, but he reluctantly got up and 
followed. Duff and Izzy mixed with some of the Skid Row guys and all went off to find a pub. 


What Slash said wasn't exactly true, but it wasn't exactly a lie either. His mind was in other places. He'd been 
getting weird feelings lately for Sebastian 

"Snap out of it, Hudson", his inner voice snapped him out of daydreaming. 

‘lm not fuckin’ gay, jeez." 


"Maybe it's the drugs?" He asked himself, then shrugged it off and went to his dressing room. 


Breathing a sigh of relief as he closed the door behind him, Slash let his body slouch against the door and head 
fall back. His eyes shut and curls covered his damp face and neck 

"Mmmf." His stomach rumbled. He hadn't eaten in 3 hours. 

Brushing his hair back, he padded over to the fridge hoping to hell there was something half-decent and worth 
eating in there. 

Pulling the door open, there was a pizza box. Moving the beer cans out of the way impatiently, he opened it. To 
his delight, there were two pieces of pizza. 

"Oh thank Christ." He chuckled. 

Savouring every bit of it, Slash collapsed onto his sofa He closed his eyes again and devoured it. When he was 

finished, he licked his fingers and lips. 

Sitting there for a while staring at one of his guitars in the corner, he played back the concert in his mind. He 
didn't even manage to screw up the solo of Sweet Child O' Mine and Nightrain. 


Thoughts of Sebastian again popped into his mind. They lingered for a while. This was starting to get on his 
nerves. A wave of relaxation swept over his body. It'd been about 5 minutes. 

Deciding that his leather pants were uncomfortable and hot, Slash leaned his head back and let his fingers 
danced around his studded belt to take it off, then down to the laces of his pants. Just a little bit more 
freedom each time as they came loose. 

Stomach rising and falling. 

He took them off and threw them away from him onto the floor. 

"| need a shower." 

Slash took off his top hat and placed it on the couch. He was completely naked as casually walked to the 
bathroom. He closed the door and turned on the taps. Cold water came running out. 

"Fuck." 

It soon warmed up. 

Steam floated out of the shower and engulfed him. Stepping in, he let out a quiet moan. The water washed 
away all the sweat and worries of the day. Pouring down over his chocolate, toned body, the water ran in 
rivulets down his stomach. He pushed some of his now wet, glossy black hair out of the way and let the water 
run down his face. Slash lathered the soap into his chest and let his hands caress his body. 

The thoughts of Sebastian came back. He was gorgeous and tall with long, straight blonde hair nearly down to 
his waist and a smile that could light up a room. He was always laughing and having fun Slash smiled. He wished 
he was here with him now. He let his hands find their way down as he leaned back against the wall closing his 
eyes. Small bolts of pleasure sparked in his lower body. There was a slight tinge of guilt to it, but Slash just 
tried to push the thoughts away to the back of his mind. 

He quickened the pace and turned his body around so his stomach was closer the wall. The pleasure built up 
more with every stroke and he pressed his forehead to the tiles. Face looking strained. 

‘Ohh, god, yes." He said under his breath. "Mmm..". 

His breathing increased a lot into short and fast pants. Slash could feel himself coming towards the edge. 
Moaning louder and running his free hand against the tiles, pressing his head against them. He held an image of 
Sebastian in his head, as hard as it was to do. Slash closed his eyes, let his head drop back and his hair fall. 
"Fuuuck!". 

He whined loudly as he came long and hard, whimpering at the last few strokes after. 

Gasping for air, Slash let the water run over his hands and lower body. His legs were weak now. He washed his 
face and turned off the tops. 

Climbing slowly out of the shower, Slash grabbed a towel and dried himself off and wringed the water out of 
his hair. His head pulsed with a nagging pain but subsided reasonably quick. 

Fumbling through some clothes on the ground, he found a Motörhead t-shirt and some tight jeans. He blow 
dried his hair until it was bouncy and thick as usual. Slash went to the fridge, grabbed a beer then slipped on 
his cowboy boots and headed for the door. He forgot his hat and turned back to get it. 

Off to hang with his band mates. 

And find Sebastian 


